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Satire shou'd like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MONTAGUE. 


Political Fasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 


often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.””—Croxer’s New Wao Guipe. 
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FRANCE AND ENGLAND. 


——~- 





The Bnglish Dupe and the French Coquette. 
Vulgar prejudices are always in violent extremes, for igno- 


rance knowing no medium, is pretty sure to go the whole length 
of absurdity. Twenty years ago, it was the fashion to ery 
down every thing French, and it was customary for that con- 
ceited ass, John Bull, to hate without cause, and abuse without 
reason, every thing French accordingly. ‘That cavern of cox- 
combry and cowardice, a British bosom, was won’t to swell 
with arrogant pride whenever a Frenchman’s name was men- 
tioned. 
the Englishman, who, though he could talk largely in security 


on this side of the channel, would have filed from the point of the 


Superior valour was assumed as a matter of course by 


bayonet with much more speed than it is possible for our feeble 
pen to delineate. The authors of the day pandered to the filthy 
prejudice, and writers of every description degraded their works 
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by gross advertisements for British valour, at the expense of 
our Gallic neighbours. Not a play would go down unless it 
puffed that self-satisfied ass, John Bull, and was contemptibly 
abusive of the French, which shows to what little—what insig- 
nificant meannesses, genius must descend before it can meet 
with British patronage. This is one of the causes (by the bye) 
which have obscured almost all talent in this country, since 
here success is not to be attained without servility, a quality 
incompatible with genius, which stands in the back ground in 
consequence. No play could succeed unless it’s author adopted 
the course above exposed ; every English urchin lisped a libel 
on the French, and each new-born brat was a modern Hannibal, 
taught to hate with unmitigated inveteracy the people be was 
made to look upon as his country’s enemy. It was vastly fine 
to put on a red coat at home, and be called a volunteer, luxu- 
riating in the name of a soldier and a patriot, at the expense of 
one’s trappings, with an occasional wetting through at a review 
in one of the suburbs. It was pleasant for some upstart tailor 
or warlike shoemaker to be considered a defence to his country 
against the French, when no French came; and to be called a mi- 
litary man, when his duty as such never went beyond mounting 
guardata fire to keep off the crowd, or taking part in asham fight, 
when it was arranged invariably that one party should retreat 
and another pursue, till they reached a convenient tavern for a 
dinner, where the whole gang offensive and defens would halt to 
get patriotically drunk and stupid, amid high sounding toasts, 
complimentary to themselvesin their military (? )capacity. For- 
tunately these prejudices have vanished, but with a tenacity of 
extremes peculiar to a want of judgment, the English have 


rushed into a blind enthusiasm in fayour of every thing French 


We Molineux, Printer, !3, Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 
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both in practise and principle. Far be it from us to detract in 
any way from the reputation of France, but we cannot help 
feeling disgust that England cannot act for itself, but must 
look abroad for a rule of conduct, and as it were select a course 
either opposite or apposite. We that were once so clamorous 
against all things French, are now seeking to approximate our 
own system to that of our Gallic neighbours as nearly as possi- 
ble. France remembers how Britain could bully when numbers 
prevailed over mere valour, and to the result the English chose 
impudently to give the name of brevery on their own part, and 
cowardice on that of their enemies. A bully and a braggart is 
by consequence a fool, and France, knowing this, has sent us 
over that political coquette Talleyrand, to wheedle us into what- 
ever course the French may think expedient. Let us by all 
means act with a view to promote the cause of liberality every 
where, but do not let us be as it were, liberal at second hand, 
which we are when we suffer ourselves to be twisted and turned 
round the finger of an experienced diplomatic flirt like Talley- 
rand. 

Education and enlightenment have introduced into this 
country more expanded views than hitherto, and therefore our 
article must not be understood to reflect so much on what we 
are, as what we have been. 

Seymour has playfully and pointedly shown up our govern- 
ment for allowing itself to be bamboozled by old Talleyrand, 
the diplomatic coquette, who attracts our ministers by the well 
sounding words of amity, alliance, and mutual good under- 
standing. This is all well enough, but it would be better for 
England to pursue a liberal policy unshackled by union with 
the governments of other nations, which should be answerable 


to their own people for the plans they may act upon, 


INTERPRETER: 


The Lunatic Laurie. 

Laurie, whom we have so frequently pulverised in his official 
capacity, has been hurried out of the civie chair, and on his 
retirement went off into a species of hysterical tom foolery, far 
outstripping any act of idiotcy that has marked the m: ayoralty 
of this most asinine of civic lunatics. A Lord Mayor is privi- 
leged to be a dolt at any time, and perhaps on his quitting 
office there are many serious allowances to be made, but Laurie's S 
conduct was so alarmingly brainless, that it becomes frightful] 
urgent ou the public in general, and the city in particular, to 
see that he is confined to a sphere sufficiently contemptible to 
ensure to his vagaries at least the merit of harmlessness. We 
need hardly say, that the matter to which we are alluding, is 
the farewell flight of eloquence, in which Sir Peter was insane 
enough to luxuriate on the occasion of his being, as it were, 
shoved out of the m: iyoralty by the introduction of Farebrother. 
The lunatic egotist talked wildly and largely of his achieve- 
ments with respect to cily swindlers, and if a match must com- 
prehend (as we believe it does) a pair, poor Sir Peter is indeed 
a match for any one of them. He talked too of ‘ crushing 
the giant!” ‘The idea of Laurie crushing any thing more 
important than aScotch flea!—but Guildhall rang with applause, 
as if Sir Peter really had been the giant-killer he represents 
himself. ‘The fact is, he has from long habit and early associ- 
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ation, contrived to make himself a match for all the lowest 
scum of the metropolis, and he calls talking the vilest slang to 
all the pickpockets brought before him, crushing giants. The 
poor old driveller went off ultimately into a brainless rhapsody 
on the office of Lord Mayor, and positively made wild allusions 
to its lustre. Gracious heavens! the lustre of the Lord 
Mayor’s office 2? which has been a bye-word of scorn for centus 
ries. We shall be hearing next of the dignity of Lord Stormont, 
or some Other equally astounding prodigy. It is lucky Laurie 
is about to quit his post, or he must have been muzzled to 
prevent dangerous consequences. We would recommend Lady 
L. to feed him on gruel for eight months after they Iet him loose 
from the Mansion-house, to relax from his dignity, aud Juxuri- 
ate in domestic bliss, saddle-making, grog, tobacco, and Sunday 
trips to White Conduit. 


Champions of Christianity. 

It is said of the Lord Chancellor that, although represented by his 
opponents to be by no means strict in his religious duties, be is found 
every Sunday hearing the Gospel; whilst another Noble Lord, signalized 
by his hostility to the Lord Chance llor, who wisnes to be deemed the 
champion of Christianity in Parliament, is never known to enter any 
eo e of worship. —Duily Paper. 

‘Save me from my friends,” will soon be a most natural ex- 
dente from our worthy Chancellor, if the course now Tae Soy 
for puffing him, should be of long continuance. ‘The old cla 
traps of champion of the people’s ‘rights—the fri tend of liberty, 
&e. &c. may now and then be applie <d to the Chancellor witnout 
every body being struck at once with the humbug of the pro- 
ceeding, but the attempt to represent the sardonic Vaue as 
the champion of Christianity, isan indecent stretch of drollery 
which not even the extravagant humour of the idea can in the 
least degree palliate. That “Lord Brougham goes regularly to 
church we do not mean to doubt, that he even enters into the 
refinement of turning up his eyes, and moving his lips in time 
to the prayers, is an assertion we will not deny, for his Lordship 
is a clever politician, but that he is in the smallest w: ay entitled 
to the name of Christianity’s champion, is a flight of faney 
which the wildest imagination of the most eeceutric of poets 
would never parallel. If the Chancellor should see the para- 
graph we have extracted, he would in a most unorthodox style 
curse the ass who wrote it, and wish with an oath that his 
panegyrists would at least confine themselves to probabilities. 


The Tars again. 


Two sailors, who have just returned froma long voyage, were charged 
with having assaulted an old woman at the Spread Eagle, Mill- lane, 
Tooley -strect, and stolen her walnuts at the time. 

One defend: aut, named Evans, in excuse, said ‘he had been freshining 
the nip, and had gone a little by the head.” The other said he Knew 
nothing about the matter, as his memory fe 1 overboard a long time ago. 

Alderman Tuore remarked, it was very unusal for sailors to ill- treat 


females. 

The defendant said, “ Well, your worship, 
and treat the old hen.” 

Evans—If your Honour don’t let us go, 
hard up ona lea shore for want of boots. oe 

The defendants were allowed to settle the case.— Evening Paper, 

We are always finding ourselves in the painful situation of 
being forced to remark on the ethicacy of blackguardism before 
police magistrates in geueral, and civic Dogberrys i in particular, 
who are invariably ealaathe :d over bya little limely application 
of vulgar slang, which, i in their debased bosoms, is certain to 
meet with the readiest sympathy. If a tar comes convicted of 
the grossest outrage before a London police magistrate, the 
ruffian (that is the tar,) comes off lenientlyas a matter of course 
by dint of the most irrelevant familiarity with the animal w ho 
sits in judgment. One hears a lot of unintelligible j jargon pass 
between the delinquent and his judge: wit which none but the 
lowest scum can comprehend seems to be bandied fiom one to 
the other, amid the laughter of the thieves and policemen in 


Vil pay for the walnuts 


ve shall be like Barney’s brig, 
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attendance to whom the comprehension of it is exclusively con- 
fined, and when the looker on seeks for the decision, expecting 
from the barbarity of the offence, that the senteane will be 
yroportionably severe, he finds that the caseis settled, and with 
a farewell exchange of ribaldry, the culprit and his judge part, 
each in convulsions at the wit of the other, while the former 
bounds ont of the ofhee, amid the renewed laughter of the pick- 
pockets and the constables. ‘The case we have quoted above 
is something of a similar kind. Two of those bravos under the 
title of T'ars, whom we have exposed so repeatedly and effi- 
ciently, are brought up on a charge of assaulting on old wo- 
man, (oh! the navy is Britain's boast with a vengeance !) and 
stealing her walnuts. Any poor devil who from want had taken 
a loaf without violeace, would have been dealt with harshly 
enough, but i the vulgar estimation of Thorpe the magistrate, 
“a LARK,” as he would elegantly term it, is a much more ex- 
cuseable incentive to an assault and robbery than mere neces- 
sity. The two sailors therefore let loose some filthy ribaldry 
from their mouths, which has sucha fascinating effect on Alder- 
man Thorpe, that he the murderous thieves with a 
vague privilege ** fo settle it!!!" Weshall always have these 
things to animadvert upon as long as the London m: igis- 
tracy isin the hands of those low fellows, who now sit upon 
the bench; men without education or the slightest intellectual 
re finement, and inured by long habit to sympathy with vulgarity 
another word for brutality. 


dismisses 


which is 


TO OUR READERS. 
We take this central position for an announcement, because 
the subject of it is one of primary importance, and ‘truly na- 
tional interest. Our Grand Tribute is the object of so much 
competition both in London and the provinces, that we have 
received a host of letters inquiring where parties can procure 


FIGARO’S CARICATURE GALLERY. 


We therefore inform the world onee for all, that it is to be 
had by order any where of any bookseller, but care should be 
taken to specify Fiearo’s Caricarure GALLERY, to prevent 
a less precious article being substituted. Parties are requested 
not to lay down in the enthusiasm of the moment more than 
THREEPENCE, the charge fixed by the proprictor, for arrange- 
ments have bes nm made with Messrs. W hiting’s enormous estab- 
lishment to supply every body eventually, 


BREVITIES. 
‘¢ Brevity is the soul of wit.” —Shakspeare. 


A safe game. 

that it is dangerous * to meddle 
Tories find it quite safe to make 
of which none are remark- 


It is an understood thing 
with edged tools,’ but the 
use of their own Conservative fools, 
able for sharpness, 

Wo Mercy. 

One of the Ministerial papers informs us that in opposing 
Church Reform, intrigue and court influence will not be spared. 
We sincerely hope not, and we shall be the last to set any 
example of sparing ?t. 

A Receipt without a consideration. 

It is said that when the Marquis of Wellesley made his pub- 

lic entry into Dublin the troops were drawn up to receive his 


Ew cellency. If it arrived in the Trish capital, we should like 
vastly to know, for it is an article which as connected with the 


Marquis of W ellesley we never before heard about. 
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Epigram. 
(On Lord Laurie’s Ignorance. ) 
If knowledge is power, as all men agree, 
In what a weak state poor Sir Peter must be. 
A bad acquaintance. 

It was a saying of the ancients “ know thyself,” but it can- 
not be a maxim to be observed in all cases, since if Philpotts 
knew himself he would be cursed with an acquaintance at once 
raceful and disagreeable. 

The Leicester Traitors. 

The Corporation of Leicester having treasonably refused to 
comply with the terms of the King’s Commission, seem to have 
incurred a necessity for another kind of Commission ; need we 
say a Commission of Lunacy. 

Effects without a cause. 

Mr. Horace Twiss presents a most singular anomaly. He is 
wretched, deplorable without hope, and has even had thoughts 
of cutting his throat, and all merely on account of his having 


nO cause. 


disgi 


THEATRICALS. 


This has been an important week in theatrical affairs, and 
our journal (acknowledged as the leading one in these matters) 
has been the object of the most intense interest in consequence. 
Our known hostility to the antisnational system of Bunn the 
small annuitant and double lessee, inspires the talent of the 
theatrical profession with a species of enthusiasm in favour of 
this periodical which we at once acknowledge and appreciate. 

We are now on the eve of the opening of those two hives for 
imbecility, once known as the National theatres, but now the 
degraded receptacle for arrogance in the person of an insignifi- 
cant lessee, and grovelling servility in the shape of a set of 
tools, who by consenting to be transferred from one house to 
another like pieces of wood, have identified themselves with the 
name of strollers and vags bonds, to which an act of parliament 
entitles them.—We could forgive Younge, who must have bread, 
no matter what contamination there may be in the paw that gives 
it him, we can forgive Irwin, who must have notoriety, and 
would cut his throat if he could not get his name printed ina 
play-bill ; we could almost forgive our worthy friend Turnour, 
who, since we have praised him, expects to burst out in the 
blaze of genius, and would prefer illuminating a patent house, 
to bestowing his brilliance upon a minor; we could forgive 
men like these—one labouring under an ardent desire for food, 
a second panting for fame, and a third almost bursting with an 
anticipation of eminence—but that Macready, Farren, Cooper, 
Miss Tree, and others, should have united against the profes- 
sion that supports them is a proceeding for which we can find 
neither an excuse ora parallel. Such a trumpery set out as 
Mr. Bunn heralds in his bills is a disgrace to the drama. Old 
hackneyed pieces inefhiciently performed, and the opening piece 
at Drury Lane is one of the most awful omens we ever remem- 
ber to have thrown its anticipatory gloom over a shadowed 
nation. He announces the Tempest, the parts of which are so 

sacrilegiously distributed among an insane and inefficient troop 
of mummers, that we can only interpret Mr. Bunn’s first bill, as 
an awful denunciation of Shakspeare’simmortality. The Tem- 
pest on his opening uight is an accidental coincidence he may 
not forget so readily.—Then at Covent Garden, as a specimen 
of what original talent is to expect from the new lessee, he 
announces a farce called My Neighbour’s Wife, which is a 
translation from the French, and which, if there be any spirit 
in the public, will be damned at once, as an insult to itself, 
and as a mark of disrespect towards native genuius.—If the 
audience on Monday should allow My Neighbour’s Wife to 
succeed, we shall say that the clamour about English talent is 
an idle yelp, meaning nothing, and that there is no sympathy 
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among play-goers for original genius. Speaking of Covent 
Garden, we miss from the bills the names of Mitchell and 
Forrester, two clever and very promising actors from the Strand, 
whom our voice, added to the more potent one of the public, 
had raised to the boards of a patent establishment. Bunn 
whose motive is to crush talent, (which he hates with all the 
malignity that the devil hates virtue), refuses to recognise 
Laporte’s engagement, which was for three years, and these 
talented men, having refused numberless offers on account of 
their faith in the lessee, now find themselves unengaged, and 
a}] the London companies formed for the season, so that they 
stand now no chance of turning to account their well-earned 
popularity. ‘This is monstrous, and Bunn’s only answer to their 
complaints is, “ go to law.” Our advice is ** go to the public,” 
a much better tribunal than the King’s Bench to punish mean- 
ness, and we will with gout undertake the office of advocate. 
Shall Bunn, like a lump of stone, be the barrier between genius 
and the public? We will assist to move him out of the way, 
or macadamise him so finely, that he will be an obstruction no 
longer. We may compare him at present to a rock on the road 
genius wants to travel, which he for a time renders impassable, 
but when broken into pieces by our Herculean club, he will as 
it were macadamise the way he now obstructs, and genius will 
glide smoother than ever over the beaten down and well-smashed 
particles of the Jump in which he now presents himself as an 
apparently insurmountable obstacle. ‘This refreshing simile, 
will spread a glow of satisfaction over the hearts of authors 
and actors, which will be well worthy of the inspiration that 
suggested it. 

The winter Minors have been opening in full force, but as 
we are not ubiquitous, we could only be present at one house, 
and gave the preference to the Strand, on account of the novelty 
pot only of the pieces, but also of the company and of the 
management. Messrs. Wrench and J. Russell are the new 
directors, and in their managerial characters spoke an address, 
which was smart without being illnatured on rival establish- 
ments. The opening pieces are admirably selected, and give 
fair scope to the talents of the two lessees, who both, but par- 
ticularly Wrench, rank deservedly high in public estimation, 
3unn’s system excludes these two admirable actors (as it does 
almost all real talent) from the two patent houses, and we 
therefore heartily wish them success in their endeavours to 
render themselves independent of the small annuitant by dint 
of their ability and industry. The house was well and very 
respectably attended. Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Rede, Mrs. Chap- 
man, and Miss M. A. Crisp (a debutante most agreeable in 
manner and appearance) form at present the principal part of 
the company. We sanguinely expect, and shall ardently pro- 
mote the success of the undertaking. After leaving the Strand, 
we looked into the Adelphi, but as we have no inclination to 
be cooked by steam, we made our way out again as speedily as 
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possible. The house was crammed, and the audience in good 
humour, so that we presume the new piece was successful. 

The Victoria has been prolific of new farces, and on Satur- 
day there were two performed, though we saw only one of them, 
It is called Zs i¢ a Woman, and succeeded, though Latham and 
Ross are hardly fit for leading low comedians. <A succession 
of novelties testifies the spirit of the enterprising lessees, but 
judgment in the selection should not be lost sight of. 

We are sorry to have to find fault with Farrell of the Pa- 
vilion, whose harmless eccentricities in the way of management 
we generally can excuse, but he has lately been guilty of an 
impropriety which seems to yell for the application of our un- 
sparing tomahawk. He has been playing a piece call the Less 
of the Amphitrite, in which the sufferings of the poor convicts 
who perished by that awful event are made a subject of pastime 
for the Whitechapel ruffians. The English have a vast pro- 
pensity to prate of humanity, but we know them to be generally 
a blood-thirsty race, though we say so with all due deference 
to the nation, 7d est, the subscribers to our periodical. Yet 
was it not a British audience that ran to the Cobourg to see 
a representation of Thurtell’s murder of Weare? Was it not 
a British audience that flocked to see children in apparent peril 
from boa constrictors and tigers? is it not a British public 
flocks to witness an execution ? and in one word, are not drutal 
and British almost synonymous? We run the risk of offending 
all England by these facts ; because the animal] that calls itself 
a Britain, loveth to prate of its own good qualities, and bully 
those who question any one of them; but we must fearlessly 
speak out, and as it is our aim to correct all the follies and 
vices of the age, we place the above truths before the national 
eye to induce an acknowledgment of their force, and as re- 


-pentance is the first step to amendment, so confession is the 


grand preliminary to penitence. British unfortunately just at 
present signifies dragging, blustering, brutal, bullying, and 
the like, though we sincerely wish it could be construed into 
quite the opposite. Saying so will not, however, make it so, 
and we have therefore spoken the truth—though it may not be 
palatable to any one. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


We have received two letters from the same hand urging us to attack 
the Duke of Cumberland, on account of the suicide of one of his domes- 
tics. The fellow who sends us this recommendation is a brute, and we tell 
him therefore (and all such as him) that however severe we may choose to 
be on political errors, we will not torture facts, for the sake of gratifying 
private malignity, not one atom of which do we possess towards any 
individual satirized in Figaro. We are not to be directed towards points 
of attack, in which our own reason and direction are the only guides we 
ever condescend to consult ; any thing like dictation to us, therefore, 
we regard of course as a most presumptuous impertinence. 

We hear complaints ofa failure in the supply of some of our earlier 
numbers. As the whole work is stereotyped, there must be an error 
somewhere ; application should be made to our publisher. 





NEW WORKS. 


Published for the respective Proprietors, at the NATIONAL LIBRARY OFFICE, 369, STRAND, and Sold by 


all Booksellers in Town and Country. 
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THE EYE, or SUNDAY MONITOR. 


On Saturday, October 5, will be commenced, in Weekly Numbers and Monthly Parts, 


LIBRARY OF STANDARD MUSIC, 


(Native and Foreign,) editea by JOHN BARNETT, Anthor of the “Light Guitar,” &c. 
of Native and a Number of Foreign Music will be published, together or separate, the regular Music size, price 
THREE-PENCE EACH. Ffublished at the National Library Ofc e, and by W. Hawes, Strand, 

Next Saturday, October 5, will be published, as a Companion to the Penny and Saturday Magazines, 


No. I. of the(Penny) WATIONAL MAGAZINE, 
Beautifully Illustrated with Numerous Engravings on Wood, by Corway. 


Price Two Shillings. 
\{X'NOBBETT'S MONTHLY MAGA-}- 
J ZINE, for OCTOBER, contains—The M|Inisters 
and their Parliament:—The Marauders of Mitford.— 
| Sonnet by Burger.—The Wrongs of Genius.—The Factory 
“ystem.— The Snuff-box.— National Education.—Seaman’s 
, Night Song.—The Lecture.—The Weird Sisters, a holy 
alliance glee.—Critical Notices of New Books.— Literary 
Intelligence, &c. 
Published by EFFINGHAM WILSON, Royal Ex- 
change, and may be had of all Bouksellers. 
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